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The Swan Creek Blizzard 


C ATTLEMEN of the Swan Creek 
country still speak of the ,vinter 
of the big blizzard. For three 
days it raged over the hills and down- 
the coolies, sweeping clean before it cat- 
tle and horses by the hundred to destruc- 
,tion. It was that blizzard that piled up 
more than a hundred and fifty of the XL 
catt1e over the cut bank at' the bend of 
the Little Porcupine; and there they 
were found a ghastly mass, after the first 
Chinook had licked up the snow banks. 
Not for the loss of cattle do I remember 
it, but for a loss that cut deep into my 
heart. 
How well I remember the springlike 
airs of that bright December morning. 
A warm Chinook blew gently down 
through tbe hazy hills from the purple 
7 
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mountains at the horizon and over all 
the sky arched a cloudless blueJ We 
were sitting, the Pilot and I, with the 
door of our shack wide open to the sunny 
air, when Bill rode up. 
"Fine spring day," said the Pilot. 
"Too spring for me," answered Bill, 
with an ominous glance at the sky. 
" You're pretty hard to ple
se, Bill," 
said the Pilot. " I could stand about six 
weeks of this." 
" Well, you won't get six hours of it." 
" Six hours? Why not? " 
" Wall, if I kin read signs, there's the 
tallest kind of a blizzard followin' up 
this blasted Chinook," answered Bill. 
"How do you know?" said the Pilot 
doubtfully. 
"Every how," replied Bill, before 
whose experienced eye the earth and sky 
lay like an open book. ,. Why, look at 
them hills; look at that mist." 
" You don't call that mist," broke in 
the Pilot, " that's a lovely haze." 
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"Haze, is it?" drawled Bill; "wall 
'tain't the kind of haze I aspire to this 
time 0' year." Then he went on, " No ! 
before you're six hours older you'll see a 
blizzard that'll blow till you can't see 
your feet. Comin' past the cañon trail 
by the way, the old man up there is laid 
up rather-just along by the upper trail 
there, you know, I seen some deer makin' 
fer the bluffs. The cattle are dreadful 
oneasy, bunchin' and sniffin'. Oh, you 
just bet your gold dust there ain't no 
slouch of a blizzard a hustlin' on the back 
of that there lovely haze." 
Ie Where are you going?" I asked. 
" Well, I'm goin' to run a bunch of 
cattle off the opell into a coolie, where 
they won't be drove into next ,veek, and 
where we kin find them ,vithout diggin'." 
"Is the Old Timer in bed?" asked the 
Pilot. 
u Oh, jest layin' round, you kno,v. 
Nothin' too serious, I guess," replied Bill. 
"Wall, I'm off," he continued, ,vheel.. 
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ing his broncho, " better make this your 
day at home. So long I " and off he wellt 
at a lope. 
" Good-bye, Bill; come back for sup- 
per,'" sang out the Pilot after him." 
" You watch me," he called back over 
his shoulder. 
As the morning wore on, the haze 
deepened over the hills, and the sun lost 
its kindly, genial look and glared at the 
world with an angry, bloodshot eye. 
The Chinook wind fell into a dead calm. 
It may have been that Bill's ominous 
words impressed me, but it seemed that 
nature was gradually steadying herself 
for some tremendous shock. The Pilot 
could not settle to his work. He wan- 
dered about the room, looking out now 
at the glaring sun, and again at the di
- 
tant purple mountains. 
 
"I don't like it," he said uneasily, 
"and Gwen is alone up there with her 
sick father." 
" Oh, he is not very ill," I said rather 
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more carelessly than I felt, and I saw 
that he detected the false tone in my 
. 
VOIce. 
After another restless half hour I said, 
"I shall run across to the 
Iuirs'. I 
promised to take dinner with them to- 
day. I'll be back right after." He 
nodded his head, still looking anxiously 
at the sky, which was beginning to take 
on a crimson tint. 
I could not explain my own feeling of 
anxiety during the next hour, and as 
soon as I could decently leave I hurried 
back to my shack. I found the Pilot 
gone. On the table this note lay :- 


"My dear Connor-I can't rest here; Gwen 
may need help, and I have determined to ride 
up before the storm breaks to the Old Timer's 
ranch. Get Bill a bang.up supper. He will be 
tired and hungry. Yours, 
"THE PILOT." 


I looked out of the window. Large, 
soft flakes were falling out of a liver-col- 
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/ 
ored sky, and the wind was rising. I 
hurried down to the Stopping Place sta- 
ble and found old Latour at the door 
looking anxiously up at the sky. 
" He's near half way dere," he said. 
" Who? " 
"De Pilot. I tell heem he's fool for 
go, but he say he's better be fool nor 
coward." Old Latour was 'quite excited. 
"Dat leel gurl, lle's fader go seeck. De 
Pilot say, 'he go up to see heem.' I say, 
'he no good see heem. Dis awful beeg 
bleezard he's not get trou.' 'How long 
he las'?' he say. 'Free day, mebbe,' I 
say. By Jeorje, he's mad for go den. 
'Tree day, all alone. Not moush,' he 
say, and pull down hees saddle. I mak 
heem tak Louis. Das good pony for 
keep de trail. He's put hees nose into 
de storm. N oder feller he's put bees tail. 
Oh dat fine pony, Louis." 
It seemed to comfort the old man a 
good deal to feel that the Pilot was rid- 
ing a pony that could put his nose into 
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the storm and overcome the tendency of 
the native cayuse to turn tail to it. I 
,vas very anxious in spite of old Latour's 
confidence in his pony. 
"Ho"\v long has he been gone?" I 
asked. 
"'Bout half an hour, yes, more," he 
said. 
I looked at my watch; it was three 
o'clock. The snow ,vas now coming 
down in long, slanting lines, and begin- 
ning to bite. The sky was almost hid- 
den, and had lost all light and color. 
"He ought to be about the cañon 
now," I said, "and then he'll be all 
right. " 
" Yes," said the old man, " he's all right 
nuff, ,vhen he's pass de upper trail. Das 
bad spot dere." 
I knew the place ,veIl. The highest 
point on the whole way, where the trail 
to the 
Ieredith ranch leaves the main 
Porcupine trail. 
"He'll be der now, sure nufI," con- 
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tinued he, pulli11g out _his big silver 
watch from his waistband. 
"I hope so," I said with all my heart, 
for even as I spoke I heard a strange 
sound, 'Such as had never come to my 
ears before. It was not a roar, it was 
too soft for that. There was a hissing, 
beating sound, as if unseen wings, great 
and innu
erable, ,vere sweeping down 
upon us; \ an awesome heart-smiting 
sound. 1 A moment more and the bliz- 
zard had struck. I had to fight rl1Y way 
step by step to my shack, and by the 
time I had gained my door the world 
had vanished from my sight behind this 
whirling, shimmering curtain of choking, 
blinding snow. '\ I had hardly got my fire 
going when the door was pushed open 
and in came Bill. 
"Wall!" he called. out, "how d'ye 
fancy your lovely haze now? Ain't this 
a sneezer?" He look round the room, 
then stared at me and said, " Whar's the 
Pilot? " 



:The Swall Creek Blizzard 15 
I hallded him the note saying, " I was 
down at l\Iuir's and found this ,vhen I 
came back." 
He read it through slowly, and then 
asked, " When did he start? " 
"About half-past two, old Latour 
said. " 
He said no more, but took up his 
leather coat which he had just laid off. 
'
 vVhat are you going to do? " I asked. 
<< I ain't goin' to sit here if I kIlO"" my- 
self, with the Pilot somewheres illto this 
blizzard," he answered almost savageJy. 
" Got any brandy? " 
" A flask full." 
" Roll up a pair 0' blankets, and git me 
half a dozen biscuits. I'm goin' do,vn 
to the stable. Kin YOll find your way 
down there? Bring 'em do"rn." 
I felt the bitterness in his voice, and 
I knew he was blaming me for not fol- 
lowing the Pilot at once. 
In ten minlltes I ,vas at the stable with 
the blankets done up in t,vo rolls and 
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the biscuits and brandy in my pocket. 
I found Bill saddling the Duke's blacl{ 
broncho, Jingo, who, having beel1 in the 
stable for two weeks, was like to knock 
things to pieces. (But Bill paid no atten- 
\ 
tion to the antics, but stood up close to 
him while he cinched the saddle and 
lashed on the one b]anket behilld it. 
The black brute squealed and began to 
plunge, but Bill kept close to him, tying 
his tongs as regardless of his antics as if 
he were a lamb. When all was snug 
and taut he jerked the tie-line loose, 
flung the long bridle reins over the head 
of the rearing animal, then with a fierce 
grip he seized with both hands the rings 
of the bit, ran the horse back out of 
his stall, and, with a mighty wrench 
hurled him clear off his feet onto his 
side. 
II Git up I " he yelled, and Jingo sprang 
to his feet, more surprised and humbled 
than he had ever been in his \vhole pre- 
vious history. "Stand thar, will you! " 
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said Bill in a terrible voice; and Jingo 
stood quite still. 
"vVhat are you going to do?" asked 
Bill, seeing me with my horse saddled 
and all ready. 
U Going to follow you,"(r said shortly, 
for his \vords and manner had so stung 
me that I had resolved to follow him till 
I dropped 
He looked at me a moment in silence, 
then suddenly stretching out his hand, 
he said in a husky voic
 
U Ye're all right, pard, I take it all 
back," and without a word he swung 
himself on to his saddle and rode out 
into the blizzard. 
The air ,vas thick ,vith whirling snow, 
the wind seemed to be blowing from 
every quarter at once. Every vestige of 
earth and sky was shut out from sight 
by the snow-cloud that seemed to ,vrap 
one's head about filling eyes and throat 
and shutting off the breath. By what 
means he found and kept the ,trail I kno,v 
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not, but not once did Bill falter. On he 
pressed against and through that wall 
of blinding, choking snow. After the 
first quarter of a mile, during which it 
was difficult to keep him in sight, Jingo 
settled down into a long, easy, steady 
lope, as if he knew that serious business 
was in hand. Occasionally he dropped 
the beaten track, but a plunge or two and 
he was on the trail again. Keeping his 
black tail just before my pony's nose, I 
had no serious trouble in fighting my 
way through the blizzard. It is not the 
cold, nor the depth of the snow, nor the 
stress of the driving storm that makes 
the blizzard dangero\.ls." It is its power 
to shut out the world and to utterly be- 
wilder that strikes terror to the heart. 
Some men and some horses can make 
their way, however, without hesitation. 
Such a man was Bill, and such a horse 
Jingo. 
For an hO\.lr we fought along, now 
slow ly feeling our way and then breaking 
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into a lope ",.here the lie of the ground 
made the trail easier to keep. Suddenly 
Bill pulled up, and, dismounting, faced 
Jingo about and gave me his reins to 
hold. 
"Keep 'em just as they are," he said. 
" I rather think the trail breaks off about 
here into the cañon. Mind you keep 
'em just so. I don't want to lose my di- 
rection. " 
Even as he spoke he passed out of 
sight, but in a moment or two he reap- 
peared and said :- 
" It's pretty tough keepin' your bearin's 
when you're tryin' to filld a trail. I 
,vant you to count ten and then holler 
and keep on till I come back." 
In a few minutes-they seemed hours 
-he came back and took his horse. 
It You stay here till :r ou hear me hol- 
ler," he
said, and disappeared again. 
Soon his call came and in a short time 
we were following the trail down into 
the cañon. Here the track ,vas easier to 
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find, and before long we were at the Old 
Timer's door. 
" I guess I'll just peek in," said Bill in 
a low voice, "there ain't no occasion to 
make no row, case he ain't" there." 
He opened the door gently and passed 
in, but came out almost immediately. 
"The good Lord help us, he ain't 
been there," he said with a kind of 
gasp. 
" You didn't see Gwen? " I asked. 
" No. Saw Joe. Look here, I'm goin' 
back to that upper trail," he added. "I 
think p'r'aps I'd be better alone." 
u You go to thunder 1"1 I replied, 
II don't lie to me. Anyway I'm going 
with you." 
He came close up to me. 
" You're a white man," he said ear- 
nestly, " but I ain't comin' back till I find 
him, and there ain't no need for you " 
he paused. 
For an answer I turned my horse to'T 
wards the gate. Bill swung himself up 
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into his saddle, alld in a few strides Jingo 
,vas leading me once more. 
"Blamed if you ain't white-clear to 
the bone," he said, turning in his saddle 
towards me, and somehow his words gave 
me a great thrill of joy and put new 
courage into my heart. 
Back through the cañon ,ve rode and 
up to the open again. Once more Bill 
found the upper trail and came hurrying 
back to me. 
II We ain't got half a minute to spare," 
he said anxiously "It'll be dark in 
half an hour, and then God Almighty 
help us." 
We went along at what seemed to me 
a reckless pace. But the black horse 
never swerved from his long, steady lope. 
After we had gone about half a mile 
Jingo suddenly stopped short. Before I 
could ask the cause Bill was off and down 
in the snow exploring. 
U Guess we've struck the scent" he 
, 
called out. " Come here." 
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There, half covered by the drifting 
snow, lay a sleigh overturned, with i
 
load strewn about. 
"Whar's the team? Whar's the 
driver?" Bill shouted to me. " Thar's 
where the Pilot is. You bet he's mon- 
keyin' round pullin' some fool out 0' the 
snow." 
He dropped on his hands and knees, 
feeling all about, and finally vanishing 
into the darkening mist of blinding snow. 
"Come on," I heard him call, and on 
coming up I found him with a wisp of 
hay in his hand. 
"They've gone down the coolie, I do 
believe. Come on ! " he cried. (He was 
excited as I had never seen him before.) 
He flung himself into his saddle and 
shouted to Jingo, who plunged headlong 
down the coolie. I followed as best I 
could, and after a few minutes' hard 
work came upon Bill standing at his 
horse's head, in the shelter of a poplar 
bI uft 
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u Listen 1" he said, holding up his 
hand, and we stood listening for our 
lives. But only the hissing boom of the 
blizzard beat upon our ears. 
"I swear I heard something just as 1- 
there · " He put up his hand again, 
and through the storm came the sound 
of a voice singing :- 


"God in the midst of her doth dwell, 
Nothing shall her remove." 


Bill dropped on hii knees, and taking 
off his cap he sobbed out: "Thank the 
good God I That's him. It's the Pilot." 
Then he sprang to his feet and yelled :- 
" Hello! You dod-gasted fool-hunter, 
where in thunder an' lightnin' air you, 
anyway? " 
" Hello, Bill! Here you are, old boy." 
In the bluff we found them; the Pilot 
livid with cold and near the last stage of 
exhaustion, holding up a stranger as they 
tramped wearily the path they had 
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beaten around the horses to keep them- 
selves from freezing to death. 
" Oh, Bill," (cried the Pilot, maki11g a 
brave attempt at a smile, "you're a great 
man." 
Bill held him at arm's length a mo- 
ment, and then said solemnly.:- 
"Wall I I've come into contack with 
some fools, idjits, blanked idjits "- 
Bill had lost his grip of himself for a mo- 
ment-" in my life, but such a blanked, 
conglomerated idjit, it hasn't been my 
pleasure to mix with up to this point in 
my career." 
The Pilot by this time was in fits of 
hysterical laughter. 
"And," continued Bill, with in- 
creased solemnity, "I cherish the con- 
viction " 
u Oh, Bill," shrieked the Pilot, "for 
Heaven's sake, stop, you'll kill me if you 
say another word." 
Then Bill paused, l,ooked anxiously 
into the Pilot's face, and saying: "Here! 
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Let's get home," rolled a blanket round 
him and set him on Louis. 
" You ,von't need your hands; he'll 
follow all right," he said as he mounted 
Jingo. H Come on." 
" Wait, Bill I " cried the Pilot; "what 
about this man, he's almost played out? " 
Ie Played out, is he?" snorted Bill, 
contemptuously. "If he's as strong as 
he smells he ought to get through. Any 
man that don't know when to leave 
whiskey alone shouldn't travel ,vithout 
his keeper." 
U But we can't leave him here! " 
pleaded the PiJot. 
U Can't, eh! You watch my smoke," 
said Bill. " If he can't follow ,vith t,vo 
horses he can't with three." 
"Oh, I say, Bill! take him along," 
said the Pilot earnestly. 
"Look here!" cried Bill impatiently, 
U do you think I'm a blasted sno,v-plow? 
Come on! Every second counts. He'll 
follow all right." 
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And so he did, and fighting our way 
through the storm, and dark and cold 
now grown intense, we made the cañon, 
and soon after the Old Timer's door. 
Bill carried the Pilot in and laid him 
on a pile of skins before the fire. He 
was not badly frozen, but he was utterly 
exhausted. During the three days of the 
blizzard he lay weak and faint, nursed 
by Bill day and night. With all a moth- 
er's tenderness in touch and tone, Bill 
waited on his every wish, breaking forth 
now and then in loving wrath upon 
his folly for going back after the 
stranger. 
"But he would have been lost, Bill," 
said the Pilot gently, after one of Bill's 
outbursts. 
" Wall, let him, " growled Bill. 
" Bill," answered the Pilot softly, "we 
were lost alIce, you know." 
And Bill turned and looked away and 
said not a word, remembering, I have no 
doubt, Him who came to seek the lost. 
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"WE 'VERE LOST ONCE, YOU KNOW" 
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The Pilot never ,vas tIle same again, 
but long after, when the first bit.terness 
of his gOillg from us was over, Bill said 
one day to me :- 
"That's how he got his death, seekin' 
after that lost idjit. It ,vas 
ll blamed 
foolishness, but I guess p'r'aps that's the 
best after all." 
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"In the prevailinK desert of hot-house sentiment and over. 
drawn realism, a Itory like Deborah is a veritable oasll. It mUit 
certaln!r prove a work of continued favor amon& thoae readen 
who deb&ht in vivid pictures of great historical episodel and re- 
joIce 10 a book pure 10 tone and uplifting. n-Evening Star 
B] Ih. tJutbor ,,"crhe Spanish Brother," 
Under Calvin's Spell. A Historica1 Ro- 
mance of Old Geneva. By D. ALCOCK. 
Illustrated. $ I. 50, 
"A historical novel of the time orCalvln and the HUlUCDOtit 
the Icene centering in Geneva but Ihlfting at timel Into SaYOr 
and France. The plot il vlgorou. with action, sUipeotc, lur. 
prises and critIcalsltuaûonl. n 
']ñ, SIll',!! and 'Tim" ""
' ." adll." 
Onesimus, \,;hrist's Freeman. By 
CHARLES E. CORWIN. Illustrated, I zmo, 
Cloth, $1.25- 
<<A work of decided merit, Dot only ID the plot and Iii wort. 
Ine out, but also in the skill with which the author hu anUci 
himself of the meagre Bi bUeal material. n_
h. Oudoti. 
Bisllol' Brooll and Ih, BosI.n Sluml. 
The Bishop's Shadow. By MRs. I. T. 
THUR.STON. With illustrations by M. 
ECKERSON. 12mo, Cloth, $1. 2 S. 
"A captivatin
 Itory of dear Phillips Brooks and .ntd. 
Itreet 
amin of Boston. The book sets forth the almOit match. 
leIS character of the Christlike bishop in most Iovine and IOYe1y 
lines."-Th. Interior. 


FLEMING H. REVELL COMPANY 
NEW YORK CHICAGO TORONTO 



RALPH CONNOR'S 
CRISP WESTERN TALES 


looth 1,000 
Glengarry School Days. 
Early Days in Glengarry. 
12mo, Cloth, $1. Z 5. 
"Wonderfully vivid and realistic.-Indeed It is a fair cu"c;- 
tfon whether the author has not 
ven us in this book som;'; liltS 
not equalled elsewhere."-Brookí)'n Eagle. 
I60th 1,000 
The Man from Glengarry. A Ta]e of 
the Ottawa. I2mo, Cloth, $1.50. 
"Bears the unmistakable mark of power."-Chicago Inter- 
Ocean. 
"There Is pathos, subtle wit, humor, quaint character draw- 
Ing. . . . Life, warmth, color are all here. "-Brook{yn Eagle. 
200th 1,000 
The Sky Pilot. A Tale of the Foothills. 
I zmo, Cloth, $1.25. 
"Ralph Connor's 'Black Rock' was good, but 'The Sky 
Pilot' is better. His style, fresh, crisp and terse, accords with 
the Western life, which he well understands. "-The OutloøA. 


A Tale o( 
Illustrated, 


400th 1,000 
Black Rock. A Tale of the Selkirks. 
I zmo J CJoth. $1.25. 
POþular Edition 50 Ultts, Spaial Edition 75 untJ. 
"With perl
ct wholesornenes
J with entire fidelity, with 
truest pathos, with freshest humor, he has delineated character, 
has analyzed motives and emotions, and has portrayed life, II 
-St. Louis Globe Democrat. 
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T.J1. T .\JI1 S OF THE NORTH BY 


EGERTON R. YOUNG 


My Dogs in tbe North- 
land. 
Profusely lllu.trated. 
n.mo, cloth, '1.2.5 net. 
Expcriences with E.klmo 
alul St. 1Jcrnard dogs, 
coycrlng '1 can of .ledge 
trayelln the frozen wilds 
of Ðrltish America. An 
exciting story in which 
the marvels of dog instinct, 
Jntel!l
cnce and strength 
play the chief part. Mr. 
Young proves in a most 
entertaining and Instrue. 
th'c way that each dog, 
jut u much u a person, 
haa his own individual 
character, and must be 
4calt with accordlntly. 
Terrible perils, wonderful 
escapea and sudden emer. 
cencies mix with the most 
comical situations. 


On the Indian TraiL 
S tor 1 e I of Missionary 
!xperlencea amon& the 
C
. and the Saulteaux 
IndIan.. Stories of Mis- 
.lon. 12.mo, cloth, $1.00. 


"He has a happy and 
often amusingly quaint 
way of describing the In. 
cldents and surroundings 
ofrrontler life. His cheer. 
ful, almost merry, temper, 
while recountlng the de. 
vIces resorted to in endure 
ing or master1n
pr1vations 
and dangersarestlmulating 
and Instructive. "- Tn. 
Watcbman. 


The Apostle of the 
North, James Evans. 


With twenty illustradona 
by J. E. Laughlin. l2.mo, 
cloth, $1.2.5. 
" A fresh theme Is pre- 
sented here-the life of a 
missionary In Upper Can. 
ada, and the northward 
region. as far as A thabasca 
Lake and even beyond. 
Young people, usually not 
attracted to missionary 
literature, will be inter. 
ested in the book. It Is 
well illultnted. "-crh, 
Out/ool. 
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